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Angry Birds 


The blond fuck has been missing for hours now. "I'm going out, be back in a few minutes," he said. Few 
minutes? Does he need a watch, that fucker? We can't risk changing singers again, who would be as sick in the 
head as that fucking supermodel? As much as | want to slap the stupid out of him at least five times a day, 
he's more or less grown on me. We could hardly find someone who would be up to do all the crazy, fucked up 


shit he does. Okay, that's it. In the name of the band. | gotta go look for that blond freak 


"Where are you going, Euro?" Jarn's voice came from behind my back as | opened the front door. 

"lim going to look for our vocalist," | answered. 

"He's probably out hunting for more birds to store under his bed," Jørn noted carelessly. 

"Is he hunting for fucking phoenixes or something? It's been fucking hours!" | almost shouted. Doesn't anyone 
understand that this isn't typical "Dead" behavior? Usually, when he decides to disappear for a longer period of 
time, he doesn't even announce it. That isn't really the current case. 

“Alright, alright, do your thing," Jarn gave up, probably because he doesn't seem to be in the mood for 
slapping some sense into anyone living in this pathetic excuse for a house, like he usually likes doing. | walked 


out and headed straight for the forest. 


The snow is a good 20cm tall here in the forest. Everything seems to have fallen asleep. What fucking birds 


could Per be hunting if they've all flown the fuck away? Not gonna climb trees to look for them, | hope. On the 
other hand, this is Per, | can expect everything from him. 


After a good fifteen minutes of walking, | finally heard some distant muttering. | squinted and started looking 
around, hoping the muttering belonged to the blond fuck. And the blond fuck | did see. He was..kneeling on the 
ground with his back turned to me and he was..naked?! | approached carefully from behind him and as | 
scanned the back of his naked body, | felt a strange tingling sensation. What the fuck? I'm not a fucking faggot! 
The closer | approached, the better | could see that he was standing in the middle of a circle of snow, which 
had some runes drawn inside it and..a dead bird. Typical. Unable to hold my nerves and distract myself from 
my confused boner any longer, | shouted: 

"The fuck is wrong with you, ‘Sweden's next top model'?” Pelle just opened his eyes as he had had them 
peacefully closed before | disturbed his peace or..whatever the fuck he was doing, and he didn't say a word. "It 
might have escaped your skin receptors, but its beneath the zero out here as your dick is supposed to have 
noticed. What the fuck are you doing naked in the middle of the forest?" 

"Just..chilling," he finally replied simply. 

"Just chilling, huh?" | said, lost for words how to show him how stupid he looked in the middle of this ridiculous 
situation. Besides, his naked, slightly blue-tinted from the cold, skin was distracting me and | had a hard time 
forming sentences in my head. A hard time indeed.. What is wrong with me? | took a better look at his face. His 
eyes had this mischievous spark again. His cheeks, lips and nose were red from the cold and this gave his face 
an unusually handsome glow. Fuck, Bystein, get a fucking grip! 

"Loosen up, will ya? I'm here, I'm alive, we're cool," Pelle said with his usual carelessness. Then | noticed him 
licking his frost-bitten lips. Goddammit! | approached him carefully, lost for words and ideas what to do with 
the guy. Plan A: grab him by the blond fucking hair and drag him back home, plan B: smack the life out of him 
- no, wait, scratch that - that would be doing him a favor, plan C: shut his big mouth with my dick and show 
him who's the boss. l'm either going insane or getting a brain freeze, because plan C seems most acceptable 
right now..and his warm mouth seems so inviting out here in the cold.. | went even closer to him and stopped 
only centimeters away from him, so he was looking up at me as if | was god. 

"You seem tense, Euro," he noted with a small corner smile. That cheeky bastard doesn't know what he's in for. 
| seem tense, do |? Now he's getting it. | don't know why he has such an effect on my nerves, but I've never 


had such a strong urge to pull his hair and pull it fucking hard 


"You..don't you..fucking..move," | muttered slowly and threateningly through my tightly gritted teeth as | 
started undoing my belt. At this point he gave me a puzzled look and | was wondering if he was the one who 
was going to regret being a cheeky bastard, or if / was going to regret being a fucking faggot.. | pulled out my 
slightly shrunken in size, despite my erection, dick, special thanks to the cold weather, and | held it to his 
mouth. 

"Euro," he leaned his head slightly to one side, trying to make me question what | was doing, but | already knew 
what | was doing. He opened his mouth slightly to say something else, but | used it as a chance to shove my 
dick into his mouth instead. He moaned in protest, but | grabbed him by the long, golden locks and pushed him 
further down my length. Ah, so fucking warm. | expected him to struggle, but for some unexplainable reason 
(probably because he had simply accepted his faith), he put his hands on my hips for balance and started 
moving his mouth back and forth my length. He was far from good, in fact it was a pretty toothy blowjob, but 
at the moment it felt like the best blowjob ever. | had my hands buried in his blond hair, pulling it slightly, my 


head was leaning backward in pleasure and all | felt was bliss. | tightened my grip around his hair and started 
controlling his rhythm. He started moaning, probably incapable of catching up to my pace. Fucking his mouth 
was a whole other thing. And his helpless moans..Goddammit, | probably wouldn't have liked it so much if he 
didn't look so much like a chick at times, especially at that time, but it was so damn good. 

‘I'm gonna fucking cum," | hissed as | kept fucking his mouth and his moans got louder and more frequent. | bet 
my ass that pretty boy's gonna love it if | fucked him..ln a minute | was shooting my load in his mouth, which 
he didn't seem to be very fond of, since he spit it out the moment | pulled out of his warm mouth. 

"Why..the fuck.would you..do that?" He asked as he heavily gasped for breath. 

"Tense, wasn't |? Had to get rid of the tension," | replied cockily, as | finally found the words to shut his mouth. 
Oh, wait. | had already had his mouth shut..quite literally so. "Come on, put your clothes on, you've had your 
fun," | ordered as | tucked my satisfied dick back into my jeans. 


"So have you...” 


On the way back we didn’t talk much, almost at all. It wasn't until the house was coming insight from between 
the branches when my mind pushed some sense into me. 

"Not a word about this to anyone," | hissed like an angry child who had done something wrong. | thought | would 
regret this like fuck, but | still haven't got that feeling. What now? Am | really a faggot? 

"As if | would go bragging around that | had Euronymous' fucking dick in my mouth," Pelle rolled his eyes and 
this made me wish | could shove my cock right back into his mouth. We opened the front door and Jarn 
showed up from the kitchen with a bottle of cheap beer in hand. 

"Where have you been?" He turned to Pelle. 

"He was hunting for birds..again.." | spoke before Pelle could, in case he had any funny ideas. 

"Three hours?" Jørn squinted with suspicion 

"Winter makes them really violent, you know. One tried to get inside my mouth," Pelle explained as he shot me 


a glance and a hardly noticeable smirk and | prayed to the fucking devil Jørn hadn't fucking seen that. 


